KRISHNA KUMARI

KRISHNA (gravely sweet): Mother, why this weeping
for the shortening of life's sorrows? I am not afraid to
die. Am I not your child? And child of the Sisodia race?

RANI: There are no Sisodias. Your father has become
a shopkeeper, like those accursed English who refused to
help us. He has bartered his daughter for the freedom
which he should have bought with the sword.

KRISHNA (she has disengaged herself from her mother's
embrace): Mother, you do not understand. Instead of
many thousands of our brave men dying, just one girl is
to die. I am a woman, and we are marked out for sacrifice
from our birth. I was not skin in infancy j let me thank
my father that he has let me live so long. Should I live
on now, there is but one way in which a Rajput lady can
die, on her lord's funeral pyre. You yourself, Mother,
taught me this when you put the lighted lamp into my
hands.(37) Has any daughter of Sisodia race lived to pass
away quietly in a quiet old age?

RANI: If you were dying as other Sisodia daughters
have died I should not be weeping. Dry-eyed, I would
dress you for your lord's funeral pyre. But you are dying
, as a child, your playtime scarcely over.

KRISHNA: Mother, it was for playing only that I came
to this earth. I have played with its flowers and children:
under the shadow of its boughs I have played, and in the
cooler shadow still of my own happy thoughts. Now,
since that game is finished, let me go hence playing, a
child whose laughter is followed by the instant hush of
sleep. This life of ours is only plays and our Guardian-
Goddess is the Mistress of our play. One by one^ as the